Harlem Renaissance
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The Harlem
Renaissance
was successful
in that it brought
the Black
experience
clearly within the
corpus of
American
cultural history.
Not only through
an explosion of
culture, but on a
sociological
level, the legacy
of the Harlem
Renaissance is
that it redefined
how America,
and the world,
viewed the
African-
American
population
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Poetry by Langston Hughes
How does he see the American Dream?

April Rain Song

Let the rain kiss you

Let the rain beat upon your head
with silver liquid drops

Let the rain sing you a lullaby

The rain makes still pools on the

sidewalk

The rain makes running pools in

the gutter

The rain plays a little sleep song on
our roof at night

And I love the rain.

Ennui

It's such a
Bore

Being always
Poor.

Democracy

Democracy will not come
Today, this year

Nor ever

Through compromise and fear.

[ have as much right
As the other fellow has
To stand

On my two feet

And own the land.

[ tire so of hearing people say,

Let things take their course.
Tomorrow is another day.

I do not need my freedom when I'm
dead.

[ cannot live on tomorrow's bread.

Freedom
Is a strong seed

Planted
In a great need.

I live here, too.
I want freedom
Just as you.

Still Here

been scared and battered.

My hopes the wind done scattered.
Snow has friz me,

Sun has baked me,

Looks like between 'em they done
Tried to make me

Stop laughin’, stop lovin', stop
livin'--

ButIdon't care!

I'm still here!
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Children's Rhymes

By what sends

the white kids

[ ain't sent:

I know I can't

be President.

What don't bug
them white kids
sure bugs me:

We know everybody
ain't free.

Lies written down
for white folks

ain't for us a-tall:
Liberty And Justice--
Huh!--For All?

As I Grew Older

It was a long time ago.

I have almost forgotten my dream.
But it was there then,

In front of me,

Bright like a sun--

My dream.

And then the wall rose,

Rose slowly,

Slowly,

Between me and my dream.
Rose until it touched the sky--
The wall.

Shadow.

[ am black.

I lie down in the shadow.

No longer the light of my dream before me,
Above me.

Only the thick wall.

Only the shadow.

My hands!

My dark hands!

Break through the wall!

Find my dream!

Help me to shatter this darkness,
To smash this night,

To break this shadow

Into a thousand lights of sun,
Into a thousand whirling dreams
Of sun!

Theme for English B
The instructor said,

Go home and write

a page tonight.

And let that page come out of you--
Then, it will be true.

[ wonder if it's that simple?

[ am twenty-two, colored, born in Winston-
Salem.

I went to school there, then Durham, then
here

to this college on the hill above Harlem.

[ am the only colored student in my class.
The steps from the hill lead down into
Harlem,

through a park, then I cross St. Nicholas,
Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and I come to the
Y,

the Harlem Branch Y, where I take the
elevator

up to my room, sit down, and write this

page:

It's not easy to know what is true for you or
me

at twenty-two, my age. But I guess I'm what
I feel and see and hear, Harlem, I hear you:
hear you, hear me--we two--you, me, talk
on this page.

(I hear New York, too.) Me--who?

Well, I like to eat, sleep, drink, and be in
love.

I like to work, read, learn, and understand
life.

I like a pipe for a Christmas present,

or records--Bessie, bop, or Bach.

I guess being colored doesn't make me not
like

the same things other folks like who are
other races.

So will my page be colored that [ write?

Being me, it will not be white.

But it will be

a part of you, instructor.

You are white--

yet a part of me, as I am a part of you.
That's American.

Sometimes perhaps you don't want to be a
part of me.

Nor do [ often want to be a part of you.
But we are, that's true!

As I learn from you,

I guess you learn from me--

although you're older--and white--
and somewhat more free.

This is my page for English B.

Merry-Go-Round

Where is the Jim Crow section
On this merry-go-round,

Mister, cause I want to ride?
Down South where I come from
White and colored

Can't sit side by side.

Down South on the train
There's a Jim Crow car.

On the bus we're put in the back—
But there ain't no back

To a merry-go-round!

Where's the horse

For a kid that's black?

Dream Deferred

What happens to a dream deferred?
Does it dry up

Like a raisin in the sun?

Or fester like a sore--

And then run?

Does it stink like rotten meat?
Or crust and sugar over--

like a syrupy sweet?

Maybe it just sags

like a heavy load.

Or does it explode?

I, Too
I, too, sing America.

I am the darker brother.

They send me to eat in the kitchen
When company comes,

But I laugh,

And eat well,

And grow strong.

Tomorrow,

I'll be at the table
When company comes.
Nobody'll dare

Say to me,

"Eat in the kitchen,"
Then.

Besides,
They'll see how beautiful [ am

And be ashamed--

[, too, am America.



